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sister Repelia bad only two

children, Haryet and Phebe.

Folks always named Haryet
first, although she was tbc
youngest. Reckon t lie reason

was because Haryet was count-L- 4

o handsome and her ma'a favorite.

Her P when blh girls- - were foil r

and six Sonv v iv or other, Repelia

j(vrr did set rauoli More ly Phebe, bat T

gust did, to be contrary, Repelia said I

"Just old spirit for pure
d sort of like Phebe let. She certainly

Hun't real pretty, although her eyes werci
and gray, with thick straight black

jtinkr. and her hair was long and dark,
even if her m.' n small and her

Huth she bad n smile tbat I loved.

Hind o' winsome like, made folks feel as

peasant as coming in to sit by a hot

love on a zero day or n peep of aunabim

rhen the thunder clouus are blackest.
Veil, anyhow, Repelia, she never could
Lm to sec any good looks about her old-i- t.

She was always xpoundin' as to.
Barret's "Cupid bow mouth," which. T

sok if, was rather beatheniah, and 1

Hies, this talkiu' to a child about beaux
ruck me as forehanded. Beaux being

tbat turn up edge outwards';

Muite early enough iu any girl's life.

KDon t . though, as that's always

Hk tni". None of 'em turned up,

pid'Wi-- e or m 1: r. in l'. idinin- -

fitter, so far as I and my two ni.-e- were',
concerned That I'm positive of. Touli
see, I lived right across the road from a

Eepeli.i at t':.- - fork road-- . There wasn't'
l single tree between her hous and mm.

Ud when I wan t cuttin' and fitlin' for

By customers, w by it was only human i

nature to look o.-- at what was going on.Lj

Nothing in the beaux line of business. Il
sed to remark this to ReiK.dia, especially

When she held forth about ilaryet'a looks,

Bd how her nose did try to turn
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DP as she answered nie! "Carliney,
says 8he. "you being a spinster,

enn't Understand. When the right one
comfes Haryefli sense It, see if she
don't ':

"How about Phebe?" snys I
'Phebe!" Repelia surprised

"Why. Carliney! Phebe won't ever at-
tract a boau. i cantt cxpcct thnti not.
with Haryet 'round."

Now for my part, seems to me spinsters
are fust the ones that do understand, be-

cause they're the ones who re had the grit

beat my joy."

Hf

large,

Roman

along

seemed

to say "no" to the sparks they didn't like;
and to sit waitin' for the spark they could

However, I didn't say that, and I'm awful
glad I didn't, for along about December'
that year Repelia she up and took sik
sitting up in a cold kitchen lixin' up a

frock for Haryet to wear to the art class
exhibition. You see, Haryet had been

spending money and time learnin' china
painting Repelia said Haryet was ar-

tistic. I said she was puttin' her eves

out. None of her father! family had

strong eyes, her grandfather went blind at!
forty, and as to the cups nnd saucers sbej
painted, if those were roses and daisies
then I am the livin' image of a cow. Any-

way, thoae two nieces of mine were left
alone to paddle their own canoe, which
same w asn't a canoe, but instead, by a
merciful providence, for a canoe would

e a tight squeeas for housekeepln", they

lad the old house and the .same frugal c

which Repelia, poor soul, fancied
Haryet's painting was going to increase
jp in the early hundreds.

Of course it didn't Nobody wanted
hina paintings, and, just as I'd foretold.

Saryat'a eyes gave out. She couldn't do

i thins, not a button or a stocking, but'
just sit and look out at whatsoever wee

tassin' by, and that waxn't mueh, except
n market days and when I bad custom- -

?rs come in for a fittin'
Then there rame along an awful fus-sjn-' i

time, nnd of course Haryet got the. best
of that. Judge Gardins' wifr came over
to the Centre, asked Thebe to come and
live with her as "companion and so
forth." Now, I gu.'St I know what being
companion means, but as to the "so forth,"
as I said to Rhebe after Hnryet had ear
riod on about her acceptin' it, "After
all " says I, "Phebe, perhaps 'so forth'
might have meant cleenln! and mendin'
?nd scrubbio' nnd polishin', waahin, iron-n'- ,

bakin', brewin', plckhn', milkin'. I've
bserved that's what it means for a wife,
nd it might mean the same for a com-

panion,"

Rut Phebe she cried herself sick. Know
be did by the look in her sea blue eyes.1

She never said a word, only when Haryet
ook on rampin' and ravin' about being
eft alone and crossing to my house to
leep nights. Phebe smiled as if she wasj
usl wakin' up and creetin the snn n ftr

storm nnd said quietly, "Don't worry
ny more, Haryet, I'm not goin' to leave
ou ever alone."

Sure I was kind of glad about I'brbe's
giving m that time, because Haryet's
yes got terrible bad, so's she conldn't see'
ut's far as the road, nor folks passln,
or what they had on. and that struck niel

as bein' the hardest luck, not being able
to make out who was wearin' old fashioned
styles and who wnsn t. Anyway, Dr.
Champ couldu t do anything more, and all

lie did say was that Haryet mustn't use
tier eyes scarcely at all. Which, seeing
that she couldn't use 'em. nnd that that

as the whole trouble with her, didn't
strike me as being as senselike as it
night. However, it didn't matter mueh,

because there was a new young doctor

coming, and folks allowed he'd be the one

to fix np Haryet's eyes.

Well be came, snd he certainly wia
just the kind I, for one, had been uncon-

sciously longin' to sec. All straight and
well made, with lus clothes hangin' on

im's if they belonged to him and not to
ome other shaped man. Nice, kind eyes
nd a smile Well, come to think of it

now, Dr. John Morris' smile was brother
to Thebes Then, his hands were corn-- f

or table, claspin' Rood, not too close' but
lender and masculine.

As I say, he came, and fmm the firstl
call he did seem to size up Haryet's
case and to take the deepest Interest in!

it He came to Be.nlminster along altout
March, spring was awful early that year,
bluebirds and robins and blackbirds talk-ins- :

in April sap running high and shrubs
in blossom, so that by Mny I was sittin'
on my porch sewin'; had my machine out
there, and my Japan screens bung, so's
I could do fittin' outside, too. I always
was glad of a forehanded spring. Winter
always did seem long to me, because I
couldn't hear folks talking when I was'
shut up indoors, while in warm weather,
why! surt's yon live, I heard every word
my nieces and their callers said plain's
it I was with 'em. And that was cheery.

Life Isn't north anything, seems to me,
if you don't have some idea of what your

Under the Elm.
neighbors are doing, and specially what
they're saying. Anyway, Dr. Morris cer-

tainly wbb attentive. It was Thursday,
I remember that was our first real warm
day I was makin' up Swisses for Mrs
Field's girls, sittin' comfortablelikc behind

"His wands were comfortable, claspin srood."

my screens, when I heard Haryet say to

her sister :

"I am sore of it. Phebe."
"Are you, dear?" says Phebe.
"What eKe could he come so often for,

Phebe?"
Then I did peep out one side the screen

to see Phebe's face, they were out on

their porch, too. Well, her cheeks were
as pink as my double peonies' and there
was starlight glistening in her eyes. She

didn't say a word, only went ou peeling
potatoes.

Haryet went straight on. "There's
nothing else on earth he could como here
for, because just to sec my eyes and
write prescriptions would not bring him
every day nor keep him here so long,
would it'.'"

Phebe said "no," kind of whispery-like- ,

and then she asked, "Do you love him,
Harv et

And I wish you could have seen

Haryet's face; first time I ever thought
her handsome; she just shone like a

beautiful lamp tlame shines through a

rosy shade ; sort of angelic and creepy.

"Yes. I love him, Phebe." says she.
I was paepln' round the screen and,

of course I looked ft Phebe to sec how

Straight

she took it, tbiliklu' she cerlain sure'd

like Dr. Morris for But,

oh Lord! No, I 'loo t uieau irreverence,

just big reverence and dumfouudedness

ou the Almighty because no one

down hero 'mongst us could understand

nor read what was written on Phebe's

face. She didn't speak, but she got up

and carried tno pan of potatoes into the

house, and when she came back she

fetched cake and cider and had her

work, too, when Haryet raised

bcr head and cried out;

Why, my eyes must be batter, Thebe!

Have you got on a pink fioekl No!

You haven't. Think of yon la pink!

Pink's my color. You never had a piuk

ribbon even, in your life- - Ma lowed you

whs not fair enough for

"It's pink," waa what Phebe said soft-

ly. "Beckon the doctor'll be

oou."

"I don't want you to wear my color,

Phebe," Haryet snid, peevishlike.

And Pbebe answered, "I won't any

B

more, dear You must have this frock;
I I'll never wear it again."

Then Phebe went indoors, and doctor
he came soon. I'd noticed Phebe wearin'

I

pink and a ribbon in her hair long back,

anil a comb with spangles on it, nnd

of dragging her hair back like a
frightened rabbit's she ba'. been lettin' it
take its way wavy round her ears and
forehead.

Next day Phebe's hair wai drawn tight
as i drumhead, no ribbon onto it, no comb,

and the pink frock was on Haryet.
My ' how I did enjoy my porch and

m neens that season, if you'd believe It,

jut by sittin' there working and keeping

my ears open. Well, what of it'' Wasn't
their own aunt, their nearest kin? And

by going to the store twice a week I got

acquainted with all the family news

Being, n.s BepaUa said, a spinster, how

eta I to lend a happy feminine life?

Because m ..rd.-- to do that a woman

Diii't know what's going on.

Well, anyway, Haryet was no weak

that spring she didn't get to the store,
(but Phebe bought for her a piece of

muslin, ten pieces of edging, four pieces
of lace and a piece of pink real

jtorrow, and bow Phebe sewed! Her

i 1 if

Looked Off to the Sky.

brother-in-law- .

crochet

pink."

coming

ribbon,

machine hummed every minute she had

froui housework, makin' underclothes.
Sure, they never told me. but I saw it all:
gettiu' ready for Haryet's wedding I

thought Dr. Morris must be terribly in

love to be courting a girl that was uearly
blind, but I s'pose as Love's blind him-

self he don't mind that
I remember it was Saturday evening

along in early .luly, Haryet was waiting
for (he dOCtorj no, they weren't engaged
but everybody iu Beadmiuatei UQSStll.

r.nd Haryet just how she fell about it
I can tell, for I heard her say to Phebe
that she was sure Dr. Morris waa goin'
to propose to her that very nigbt. S'pose
you think 1 was sort of eovesdroppin'.
but laws, I don't pretend to be anything
but a daughter of Eve, and I was those
girls' aunt. Phebe set out down street
allowing the doctor would drive up in his
baggy. Haryet tat rockln' steady and
.laiplin I ke. But. dtR-tor-, walking.'

met Phebe outside their gale aud sure
Proridcnce utusl have realized how ani-- l

ilbns I was he led her across the road
to tbat bench of mine under the elm, and

then and there Dr Morris proposed to

Phebe. My! but that was love makin'!
I'd never heard none on my own special

'account, and it did my soul good to listen
to it true, honest, fine, manly bein' said
out to another woman. I'd always be-

lieved in it, and that night I knew.
And Phebe? She refused binr; yes, she

"Dou't you care a little for me?" says

And !lie looked straight off up into the

IsLH
"Do you love any one else better?" Il
And with her big eyes fixed onto

Haryet, rockin' there on the porch. Phebe
BOdded her head and walked over home.

Next day, yes, the very next day, Dr.
Morns left Btadminster. bag and baggage.
I knew it was for good, although there
waa all sorts of talk about bis Ma being
took down sudden and his Pa being struck
apopleti'- None of that lathered me. hot
I did wonder how Phebe would fix it up
for Haryet. Why, just this way: Tbey
lived on their pon h along in August and
September; Haryet's eyes were getting

j worse, too. She couldn't see to read a
line; she took on awful about the doctor's
going without proposing, but Pbebe com- -

forted her, sayin he would surely write.
Phebe was in a pi' k most ways, so far
as I can see. Love is pickling bis folks
all the time; abe couldn't tell Haryet tbe
truth. That would have killed her. She

r If was struck dumb by the doctor'a
leaving, and if be had stayed she couldu't
have told bint the truth either and put
her sister to open confusion, so she J
thought, I suppose, of letters as bein'

and proier.
But they didn't come. No, not they,

and Haryet, she pined and drooped and
wasted and thinned down awful, sayin'
if she didn't hear she'd die. J

So one dav I fc.iw Phebe writing writ
ing And then when she came back from

the post office and Haryet stretched her H
hand for a letter like she always did H
Phebe said, "Your letter haj; come, dear."
Haryet couldn't see, so Phebe read her H
the letter that I had seen ber write. True!
An.! Haryet picked up wonderfully. Those
letters came twice a week from that day H
on. I heard the most of cm read out and

they were lovely. Never had one of my

own, but it did make my ears ring and B
sing to hear those love letters Phebe J
souied tu know how to write. Sometimes
when she wjs reading cm the (ears were H
falling on the page, but Haryet never
kio-.v- Haryet was real happy, seeing as
the letters said steady, every one of em, Jright along from August up to Thanks- -

givin', that her lover was "comin soon." H
But of course he didn't come Christmas

fame. New Year's came, Washington's H
ami Lincoln's and Easter; aud all the time H
Phebe with her sea-blu- e eyes, writin', H
writin', readiu'. readin' to Haryet twice s H
week reg'lur But Haryet. just when the
sap was running up, when the bluebirds H

..lining back and the frost givin' way H
o the sunshine well. Haryet she gol kind H

of tired of waiting. She said: I've been H
Phehe, and that's everything. And J

you never have. Ma always said I'd have H
a spleudid lover, but that vou never would. H
Ami it s come out so, but, after all, per- - H
ii:iSs I won't be jiLst here when John Mor- -

ris does come back."
And she wasn't She was awful self- - H

lah, but that was Bepelia's fault, not hers. H
She was buried on the first of June. H

And in August Ir. Morris did come 1

a k. Just to pass through, he said. But H
I why, yes, spinsten, have their uses I H
list up and told him the whole blessed H
ruth, eaveadroppin' and all, nnd be went I

ret (o Phebe SUtlo' on her porch alone, J
nd. well, thai time I went indoors nnd

sat down and just heat my old spinet for H
pure oy. And 1 made the wedding dress
or Pbehs
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I LITTLE STORIES OF FACT AND FANCY

He Who Would Be Obeyed.
HE was a young teacher, but full of

enthusiasm and theories, while entire--

ly lacking experience in managing
Bys. Recent studies on the subject of

He George Junior Republic had filled her

With grand and gorgeous schemes, and in

cordance with these theories of outh- -

pro.. :;: t b;m'

Hr clasa elect president, vice president

ad secretary, and to appoint a police-

man, the last named baing as bin chief

uty to go after children who oTerBtayed

the two minute limit when the) wciit

lownsUiirs for & drink,
i The teacher prided herteli ou her acute
Lss in selecting a wirj and active

Youngster, the most troublesome in the
fcluv-- , for tbia office, Rut the appointment,

he tiRured, would giv him something
with which to occupy his mind.

Jue youugKter, George Vaulerixx)l, S

ersiiUnt offender, came to grief as soon

ks Jack Morgan was Installed as omcci

H the law Jack had fitted hiiueelf out

hruii au eigbteeu inch Hat ruler aud the
tacher's clock, the former merclj a "
Kadge of office aud not for chastising

and the lattci to ke P tab

j The day after the appointment
Lluiucd permission to get s drink .1

Kaitcd mjt the minutest fraction of
Hcund the allotted two minutes
Kid went after George. A couple of miu- -

lute;! inter the teacher he;.rd sounds of a

Svlohm seuflie iu the hall. Before she
Kould reach the d- r n lb open and

Jin rolbd a i.iub-- mass ol arms and legs,

t whs thi policemnu nnd his prisoner
JTlie tea ixen tangled

Could, and George, his fn c flushed and
llarg. .I,.- gogKle eyes lairly rolling, was
jfrubbiua bis car as he scrambled to his
4 feet
m "Teacher," be exclaimed indignantly te- -

tweeu breaths, "he pulled me by the ear!"
I Jack rejoinl energetically, but cutirely

ftrltbout disida of hard feelinz toward

bii prist.ner : "Mi Johnstone, I had to.

He wouldn't come along."
Almost helpless with laughter, which

she strove heroically to conceal, the
teacher managed to restore peace. Hut

her gravity was disturbed later in the
day when she found this note on the floor,
duly dated and addressed Id Jack's best
hand:

"SEW York. Sept. 18. 191!
"Mr GKOBUE VANDtUFOOI

"Dkbe Seb I am sory if I hurt yurc
iear. Hut you must obey tbc orders of the
police dept. Yrf. Truely,

"JACK MORGAN.
"Police Cotnishouer."

Youthful Philosophy.
wTm HHEE boys irers resiing between

I sets on the tennis courtb in Centrul
I'ark.

"Than goes Sadie," ttid one. "Detcha
two to one she plckH up my hat aud
throws it off the court There! Whu'd
I tell you! That's tbc way. If it'u a
fella1 smaller n you tnat doea anything
like that you cn lick 'im. If he s larger
than you are you can anyway kick 'im
in the ehins. But if it'a a girl, what kin
you doV"

And hLs auditors sighed in silence. It
.s.is. indeed, a hard problem.

Youthful Damon and Pythias.
ajjeu ten, i3 claniVICTORIA,
upper wet side school.

John is vice president and Charle6
secretary. The latter two are fruuK
devotees at the shrine of the fair Vic-

toria, whoM cleat blue eyes and wavy
light brown hair, with single curl
adorned with large light blue rilbon bow,
make her an attractive figure.

Both sent their adored one valentines,
ambitious lace paper affairs embellished
with hearts nnd turtle dove aud all the
usual appurtenances suppoMt'd to be dear
io the feminine fancy. ThtfC Victoria
shyly exhibited, to her tcachec

Charles stayed nfter school that after-mxt-

to help the teacher, cleaning Ink
weiis and washing blackboarda work
Hiieh as he would have rebelled against
i' assigned to at home. But for his
pretty teacher, like many another boy
Why, he would have waded through river
of ink and dared the dust of all the
erasers in Christendom.

The teacher took occasion to poke a

little kindly fuu at Charles over the valen-
tines, and suggested that he end Vic-

toria a bunch of flowers. But Charles,
youthful Dumon, with a gallantry worthy
of the best days of chivalry, replied:

"No, I don't want to take any advantage
of Jobu. He's my friend "

They Were Really Moving.
hud had Intimate acquaintance

HE the Content! of screral flagons

ere he went aboard one of those sur-

face cars io Brooklyn Iu which the "ads"
revolve, that all who sit may read. He
lurched heavily into a seat and gazed

about with bleary eyes. Then he looked
up, became interested, opened hi eves
wider and then actually looked ashamed
even worried

"Sbay," he said confidentially, a he
nudged his neighbor, while gaxmg at the
advertisement of talcum powder, aoep
dandruff cure and what not as they pasBed
before him "ihay, ni' fren", are them
ihiugt niovln', or am I tbingoV"

Assured that they were really moving,
be heaved a tigh of great relief, looked
at the signs with a softer eye and then
dozed off into a peaceful nap.

A Thousand to Beat Him.
4l I a: An )dea:" exclaimed Freder-- I

j icks to his w if.

This was so unusual that Mm
Fredericks perked up: "Don't say!''

Yepl I'm going to suggest an 'ad' for
a gum concern. What do you think of1

this for a slogan? 'livery tody's cbewin'
it. cbewin" it' hey?"

"Well, that d sound fair," admitted
Mrs. Fredericks; "yoil might try it."

Thus encouraged, Fredericks did try it.

"ou might drt-s- it up this way," he
wrote to the gum manufacturers:

" 'Everybody s cbewin' it, cbewin' if
" Whaf:
" 'Why, Epstein's Sprucctree, Spruce-tre- e

" 'G CM.' "

This he sent along for whatever the
gum Concern thought fuir. This was the
reply:

"Dear Sir: Acknowledging your letter
of September L'.'J. we thank you Jur the
courtesy, but thi-- t Mime suggestion ha-

appeared in our daily mail for the last
month-- , yours being the l,'llth t..

date. Beapectfully yours,
"Epeteio Sprncelree Co., per P D. Q."

Ambiguous.
poet composed a mournful ode,

THE he sent out to sell,

Entitling it "My Swan Song."

Now hearken what befell.

jTbe editor returned it,

Together with a note

ICxpreased in phnumia courteous;
It content?) we will quote -

"Office of the Soand-So- ,

(A recent date) "Dear Sir:
Your 'Swan Song' we'd be glad to print,

Yet fear we must defer

"That pleasure to a Islci' dajf;

So we return the sonc,

But hope the right occasion

Presents itself ere loug."

The poet perused the litih notg

With growing disconteut,
And wondered most uneasily

Precisely how 'twas nreant.

TODOB JENKS.


